CHAPTER 111 


August 7, 2011 


“Jesus; your allergies are this bad?” 


Justin and Kurt were wandering around the city, taking in the sights and generally 
just chatting about any old random thing that came to mind. Kurt had apparently 
found himself in possession of some freetime in between selling smokes and getting 
the cops of his trail and decided there was no better way to spend it than talking to 
some kid that was four years younger than him. Unfortunately, today just happened 
to be one of those days for his allergies. The pollen levels must have been through 
the roof or something, because he was practically sneezing every twelve seconds. 
Thank god the guy kept tissues in his pocket; because otherwise that could get 
gross really fast. 


“| swear; they’re usually not this bad.” Kurt choked up, his voice slightly nasally 
from the mucus building up in his throat. You could tell the guy was sick, no doubt 
about it. If it weren’t for the fact that this was the first day off the guy had been able 
to work into his work schedule in a month, Justin would have told him to go home 
and try to get away from all the pollen and shit. But alas; when you run an 
underground illegal tobacco distribution operation like Kurt, you didn’t get much 
time to yourself. Justin wouldn’t be the one to take away his one day off in for 
fucking ever just because he wasn’t feeling well. 


“So how’s business going for you?” Justin questioned as Kurt proceeded to start 
sneezing again. He sighed slightly as he pulled his tissue away from his face, taking 
a quick glance of it’s contents. Fantastic; he had managed to get a nosebleed from 
sneezing so much. He dabbed away at his nose with the tissue, it’s white texture 
soon changing colors to match his blood before quickly shoved the tissue back in his 
pocket, ready to grab at it if his nose started to bleed again. Lady luck just was not 
on his side today apparently. Kurt took a deep breath as he pushed the tissue in his 
pocket, contemplating the matter. 


“Slow.” Kurt eventually said after a while, letting out a puff of hot air. “Inaba’s not 
quite the city of sin and vice as San Diego. | just can’t find anyone who’s interested 
in smoking at that age...” Kurt mused aloud slightly disappointed. He liked Inaba; 
but from a purely business point of view, it just wasn’t working out for him. If 
business kept up like it was, he was either going to have to cut his losses or take his 
business elsewhere. He’d rather not move again if he had a choice on the matter. 
Justin took a drag at his cigarette, exhaling some smoke before turning back to Kurt. 


“Maybe it’s time to get out of the business. You know; get an office job 
somewhere.” Justin proposed. Kurt was a good guy; and while he REALLY had no 


one else to turn to to get smokes, he’d rather Kurt not get arrested for his line of 
work. And besides; it’s not like Kurt couldn’t pick up a pack for him every once and 
a while and have Justin give him the cash. It just wouldn’t be as large scale as his 
operation now was. Kurt shook his head slightly. 


“Me? In an office? | wouldn’t last a week.” Kurt admitted. Just because he was a nice 
guy didn’t mean he didn’t like certain kinds of people. It would only be so long 
before chatting over the water cooler got annoying, after all. Plus, just sitting there 
doing work in a clean sterile office... Just didn’t feel natural to him. It was like a 
manufactured experience. At least in Kurt’s line of work he got to walk around 
outside, take in the sights. The only time he was constrained behind a desk was 
when he was doing out the math on his inventory and profits. It was very liberating; 
though he supposed the very act of breaking the law on a daily basis was liberating 
in and of itself. “Maybe you’re right though... Might be time to call it quits while | 
still had a good run.” He mused aloud. Justin nodded slightly. 


“You ever finish getting that degree?” Justin questioned. Kurt, believe it or not, was 
a very intelligent person; | mean you'd have to be to keep a business like his going 
after all these years. But that’s not what | mean when | say he’s intelligent. He was 
booksmart; like, smart enough that he skipped two grades smart. He was a 
sophomore in college when the whole mafia incident went down two years ago. All 
things considered, he probably didn’t have time to finish his education by the time 
he had arrived in Inaba; but what did Justin know. He wasn’t in college after all. Last 
Justin checked, he was actually looking into getting into medicine. What branch of 
medicine? Justin didn’t know, but you could tell the guy knew his shit. Kurt shook his 
head slightly. 


“Nah; had to drop out when the cops caught on to my business.” Kurt sighed 
slightly. He wasn’t a fan of sterile offices, or sitting behind a desk all day or anything 
like that. But think about what a doctor did; they went from room to room checking 
on patients, talking it up with new and interesting people, and got their hands dirty 
when they needed to help someone. Yeah that white sterile look of a hospital made 
Kurt a little uneasy, but everything else seemed like it was a job made just for him. 
It didn’t matter now though; he was long out of college and long degreeless. He’d 
consider just picking up his studies here in Inaba if his profits weren’t so low. He just 
couldn’t afford to go back to school on his current paycheck. 


Kurt sighed slightly before stopping, something catching his eye. Out in front of the 
Aiya’s were Yosuke and Maya, steak skewers in their hands, talking about 
something. Kurt couldn’t help but stare with curiosity at the sight. First of all; he 
didn’t know Yosuke, so he was wondering who it was she was talking to. Secondly, 
he could have swore Maya hated Goths; what was she doing dressing up like that? 
Justin stopped after a moment, realizing Kurt was staring at something in the 
distance. Justin turned his attention over to the two before raising his eye brow with 
confusion. He just didn’t get why those two were always hanging out. 


“| see those two are at it again...” Justin groaned slightly. After Yosuke’s little 
display of perviness the other day with trying to get Maya in a swimsuit, he didn’t 
feel comfortable with those two hanging around. | mean, sure, Yosuke was always a 
pervert, but still. Something was fishy to Justin... Kurt turned to Justin with a slight 
expression of puzzlement; not entirely sure what Justin was getting at. 


“What; that her boyfriend or something?” Kurt questioned. Justin could not have 
given Kurt a stranger look and a quicker shake of his head if he tried. He wasn’t 
even sure where he was getting that from. What, because she was hanging out with 
a guy, they were dating? Come on, get real. Kurt shrugged a little bit. He didn’t 
really appreciate Justin essentially calling him a fucking idiot for just making some 
observations. “Well who is it then?” 


“His name’s Yosuke Hanamura. He’s a friend of ours. More so her than me.” Justin 
clarified slightly. He didn’t want people to get the idea that he liked Yosuke; that 
would be disastrous. No seriously; no sarcasm involved. Yosuke would rub that in 
his face every day for the rest of his life if Yosuke ever found out. And if that 
happened Justin would tear his head off. And you could quote him on that. Kurt 
nodded, making a slight ‘ah’ sound with understanding. Still sounded like a 
boyfriend to him though. Hell, he could practically see her blushing from over here. 


“How are things between you two anyway? Awkward living in the same house?” 
Kurt questioned, trying to catch up to date on Justin’s life. That was actually a fairly 
good question now that Kurt asked. They got along very well. Actually, if Justin 
didn’t know better, he’d almost be able to convince himself Maya really was his 
sister. They just sort of had that bond. So was it awkward? Sometimes; but Maya 
was like family to him now. It just wouldn’t be the same without her balled up on 
that couch when he walked through the door; even though that would probably 
change tomorrow. She’d be out working; how late, Justin didn’t know. But he knew 
the house was going to feel a lot emptier with her gone... For a guy who spent a lot 
of his life alone, he sure wasn’t looking forward to going back to that kind of 
lifestyle. He’d never truly be alone of course; but it would sure feel like it. 


“She’s like the sister | never had. It’s about as awkward as any relative staying at 
your place.” Justin grinned at her from a distance; though she obviously could not 
tell. She was much too preoccupied talking to Yosuke about whatever it was she 
was talking about to even notice him in the distance. The same went for Yosuke. 
Still, he was just happy to see Maya moving on with her life. You would think after 
all she had seen, all she had done, she’d be traumatized for life. You wouldn’t be 
able to tell just looking at her just how tough her life had been; she was much too 
cheerful. Justin wouldn’t have it any other way. Kurt adjusted his fedora, a smirk 
across his face all the while. 


“Well that really depends on the relative. You ever meet my Uncle Lenny?” Kurt 
questioned, chuckling slightly to himself. Justin just shook his head. Of course he 


hadn’t met Kurt’s uncle. They were friends; but they had become friends through 
business. And how would Kurt even explain why he was friends with some teenager 
that was four years younger than him? No, Justin had never met Kurt’s family. That 
was probably for the best. Kurt laughed at Justin’s puzzlement into the matter. 
“Okay, well all you need to know was that Lenny was into Cocaine.” 


“Yeah, | think I've had enough coke heads in my life.” Justin grimaced slightly. Of all 
the drugs, it had to be cocaine. Not that cocaine was suddenly just going to be 
synonymous to Falcone now; it just certainly made Justin think of him these days. 
And given that Kurt was trying to imply the guy was probably off his rocker, he 
certainly wasn’t getting the best image of Lenny from experience. Kurt just laughed 
a little more; he didn’t know anything about Falcone, so you could forgive him for 
taking this a little more lightly than Justin was. 


“Haven't we all? You should have seen him this one time we took him to McDonalds. 
You'd never think someone would make as much of a big deal about getting an 
extra chicken McNugget than this guy.” Kurt laughed, drifting away into memory 
lane. Lenny was one crazy old bastard; there was no denying that. Justin couldn’t 
help but smirk slightly himself. At least he was one of those wacky cocaine users, 
and not those shotgun wedding cocaine users. 


“| don’t know about that; you ever hear that Tenacious D skit with Jack Black at the 
drive-thru?” Justin joked, a wide grin on his face. The two just sort of laughed a little 
bit; they had both heard that skit, and both thought it was pretty hilarious. Kurt 
eventually held his palms out as though to gesture Justin to stop. He was throwing 
in the towel on this one; that was some pretty crazy shit. Still not as crazy as his 
uncle, but crazy nonetheless. The laughter between the two slowly died down as 
they turned their attention back over to Yosuke and Maya, who had slowly been 
walking away from Aiya’s, having finished their food already. Maya seemed to be 
laughing about something, which in turn just made Justin’s heart jump for joy. It was 
always nice to see her smiling about something. In a way, you could say that’s why 
Justin had slowly been growing a soft spot in his heart for Yosuke. He was still a 
perverted douchebag with no sense of chivalry, but he made Maya happy. That was 
good enough for Justin. 


The two stood there for a moment, just starring out into the distance, observing the 
cityscape in peace and quiet. Or at least, until Kurt’s phone started to ring. You 
could tell he wasn’t very pleased by that. He blinked twice in slight confusion, not 
sure if he was hearing that right now. He had a fairly good idea what that meant, 
and he wasn’t pleased. He sighed as he thrusted his hand into his pocket, pulling his 
cell-phone out... and a few tissues by accident. Used ones too; yuck. Kurt flipped 
the phone open and pressed it to his ear. 


“Hello? ...Uh huh... Goddammit, kid, | told you to handle that already... No, no don’t 
give me that excuse; all you had to do was... Those guys? Don’t let them push you 


around; get up in their face... They’re not going to- Goddammit | hired the biggest 
fucking pussies in all of my life.” Kurt sighed slightly, cupping the end of his phone 
for a moment as he turned his attention over to Justin, shaking his head with slight 
disgust. Justin could already tell this was a business phone call. One Kurt was not in 
the mood for today. If there was ever a reason for him to quit the distribution 
business, it was this. Just one day off; that’s all he was asking. “Justin, you mind if | 
let one of my guys drop your name.” 


“That really depends for what.” Justin’s eyebrows curved upward with concern. 
Having a drug dealer drop your name is not necessarily a good thing. 


“You remember those guys | fired a while back for harassing that kid? Yeah, well 
they’ve been starting shit with some of the replacements. | was hoping | could let 
them just drop your name so they’II back off.” Kurt explained. He could go down 
there himself and resolve the issue; but he wasn’t in the mood. Besides, believe it 
or not, Kurt was a pacifist. All of his threats were without any real substance; and 
anyone who knew Kurt personally knew that. Justin’s confused expression soon 
turned into a glare. 


“They are? Need me to knock some sense into them again?” Justin snarled slightly. 
He was So sick and tired of those goons; he’d be more than willing to smash their 
skull into a wall again if it got them to stop this wannabe gangster act. Kurt just 
shook his head in denial though; that wouldn’t be necessary. 


“Nah, its fine. They just need to drop someone’s name to scare them off.” Kurt 
continued to explain. Justin sighed slightly, crossing his arms in front of his chest. 
He kind of WANTED things to get physical, but alas, Kurt did not. And since this was 
HIS business, Justin had to abide by his rules of engagement. 


“Yeah, sure... Fine.” Justin sighed. Kurt smiled at him and nodded before uncupping 
the bottom of his phone, pressing it back against his ear. 


“Alright, look; there’s this guy | know that beat the ever loving crap out of those 
three before. Just drop the name Justin Tylor; they’ll back... Hey, hey, liste... Shut 
your fucking mouth for a second-... Jesus fucking Christ.” Kurt quickly flipped the 
phone close. You would never have thought Kurt could get this angry, but alas, this 
WAS supposed to be his day-off from this crap. Kurt shoved the phone back in his 
pocket before turning his attention over to Justin, throwing his arms up to his sides 
in a ‘what the fuck’ mannerism. “They’re not listening, | have to go down and sort 
things out.” Kurt sighed. 


“Need some hel-“ 


“No, no, it’s alright. It’s not a big deal...” Kurt rubbed at his forehead for a moment 
before shaking his head and extending his hand out to shake hands with Justin. The 
two gripped hands before tugging each other close for a half hug and pat on the 


back. It was more or less their traditional way of saying goodbye, much like 
bumping fists had been their traditional greeting. “I gotta get going; say hello to the 
misses for me.” Kurt joked, pointing at Justin in jest before walking off, hands in his 
pocket. 


Justin sighed slightly as the figure of Kurt eventually faded out of view. Justin really 
felt bad for that guy sometimes; it was a wonder he managed to maintain such a 
sunny attitude with all this bullcrap being thrown his way. Justin would have 
Snapped long ago in Kurt’s position. He shrugged slightly, ready to walk away and 
back to his house, when something caught his eye. Kurt had accidently dropped a 
whole chunk of tissues when he went to grab his phone. And yes, they were every- 
bit as disgusting as you would think. As much as Justin hated to admit it, he couldn’t 
just leave that shit out in the middle of the street; germs and all that crap. 


He gagged slightly before bending down and grabbing the tissues in his fist, making 
his way over to the trash can near Aiya’s to dispose of the evidence. He had opened 
his fist and dropped the tissues in, when one of them stuck to his hand, much to his 
disgust. Must have been a lot of mucus on that one. Justin peeled the tissue off with 
disgust before dropping it into the trash with all the others. He couldn’t help but 
want to vomit after that; that was just unsanitary as fuck. Oh what he would do for 
the environment. 


He also couldn’t help but wonder why the tissue was purple. 


